lo                          THE DESERT OF LOVE

servant, would he have so much as noticed her existence? Sud-
denly, the doctor raised his head, and, without looking at any
of those present, announced:

"Maria Cross is the daughter of the woman who was head
mistress of the St. Clair school when your beloved Monsieur
Labrousse was cure there, Lucie."

"What? The harpy who used to plague the life out of him?
Who preferred to stay away from Mass unless she and her girls
could have die front seats in the nave? Well, I can't say I'm
surprised: like mother, like daughter/'

"Don't you remember," said Madame Courages the elder,
"that story of poor Monsieur Labrousse's about how, when the
Marquis de Lur-Saluces was beaten in the elections by a wretched
litde attorney from Bazas, she came round in the evening,
attended by the whole school, and stood under the presbytery
"windows jeering at him, and how her hands were quite black
with letting off fireworks in honour of the new Deputy? ..."

"A nice lot they were, I must say."

But the doctor did not wait to hear more. Instead of going
upstairs as usual to his study, he followed Raymond into the
garden.

Both father and son wanted to talk. Unknown to themselves
some strong influence was forming a bond between them. It was
as though they were harbouring the same secret. In just such a
way do initiates and conspirators recognize and seek one another.
Each found in the other the one being in the world to whom he
could unburden himself of his precious obsession. As two
butterflies, separated by miles and miles, meet at the spot that
houses the odorous female, so had they followed the convergent
tracks of their desires, and alighted side by side on the invisible
body of Maria Cross.

"Have you got a cigarette, Raymond? f ve forgotten what

tobacco tastes like.... Thank you____What about taking a

tost?"

Jfc beard Bis own words with amazement. He was like a